








(Fellini himself tries not to smoke too much. Before he began this 
picture he had succeeded in cutting it out altogether. But he began again 
when shooting started, giving himself the excuse of the unavoidable tension. 
But, to limit his indulgence, he decided never to carry cigarettes. The pro- 
duction staff keeps one of the stagehands supplied with “the poet’s package.” 
When the package is empty, Federico looks round unhappily and asks 
rather plaintively: “Who has a Nazionale Super with a filter?” Rather than 
smoke any other kind, he goes without. ) 


It grows colder and colder; it feels like March. Fellini has traded his 
black topcoat for a short furred car coat that makes him look fatter, and 
makes us forget that in the past few months he has gone back to the slimness 
of youth. For three hours the orchestra has been playing “Gigolette,” and 
Fellini’s breath has been congealing in wreaths around the “girls.” The chief 
topic of conversation—and apprehension—is when dawn will come. 


At four-fifteen we try to spot the first glow through the screen of light 
from the big reflectors set up at the top of the walls. Finally Gianni calls, 
“Cut” and we see that the sky is visible again among the trees and already 
quite blue. 


JuneS = At seven o’clock tonight, after a gray day, a sudden 
storm clears the sky just as we reach the woods. It is colder than last night, 
and drops of water are still dripping from the trees. 

“Yes, of course we’re going to shoot,” says Angelo, one of the produc- 
tion secretaries. I leave again at once for the EUR village to get a pair of 
afterski boots to wear instead of sandals. 

When I return it is hard to distinguish the clearing from the trees that 
surround it, for it is the time of day when everything is uniformly gray. 
Just as I reach the esplanade, I am suddenly surrounded by shadows, some 
motionless and some swaying almost imperceptibly to a mysterious rustling 
sound. 

“Switch on a working light,” Gianni orders, and suddenly the scene 
becomes real: the property men are working their big rakes over the wet 
gravel in slow, regular movements. 
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